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help her to buy the baby-clothes for the child she
was expecting. But she wrote as if these concerns of
the outer world were dream-stuff, and her yearning
for Frittie, the grief that she loved because it seemed
to be part of him were more real to her than they.
Ernie missed his brother terribly : he constantly
spoke of him. " When I die/' he said, " you must
die too, and all the others : why can't we all die
together? I don't like to die alone, like Frittie/3
How that went home to her : it was as if her own
heart was crying out through the boy's lips, for it was
this remaining behind that was so cruel, not the
going away. Or Ernie said to her " Mama, I had a
beautiful dream : shall I tell you ? I dreamed that
I was dead, and was gone up to Heaven, and there
I asked God to let me have Frittie again ; and he
came to me and took my hand. You were in bed,
and saw a great light, and were so frightened, and I
said, c It is Ernie and Frittie/ You were so aston-
ished. The next night Frittie and I went with a
great light to sisters."1 . , . Yet Ernie was not a
boy of morbid fancies, his days were full of fun
and robust activity, even as were his mother's of
her works of reform and charity. These had to be
attended to still, but there was this dream-world,
this real world interpenetrating them, and stirring in
them as an invisible breeze from the night outside
stirs the curtains drawn across the open window.
She wondered how long it would be before she
herself slipped away into the darkness, and the
thought of that hour, perhaps not very far distant,

1 Ibid., pp. 277, 293.